SAMUEL   DANIEL
Ah ! beauty syren, fair enchanting good;
Sweet silent rhetoric of persuading eyes;
Dumb eloquence, whose power doth move the blood
More than the words or wisdom of the wise j
Still harmony, whose diapason lies
Within a brow, the key which passions move
To ravish sense, and play a world in love.
What might I then not do whose power was such ?
What cannot women do that know their power ?
What woman knows it not, I fear too much,
How bliss or bale lies in their laugh or lour ?
Whilst they enjoy their happy blooming flower,
Whilst nature decks them in their best attires
Of youth and beauty, which the world admires.
Such one was I, my beauty was mine own,
No borrowed blush which bank-rot beauties seekj
That new-found shame, a sin to us unknown,
Th* adulterate beauty of a falsed cheek:
Vild stain to honour and to women eke.
Seeing that time our fading must detect,
Thus with defect to cover our defect.
Impiety of times, chastity's abator,
Falsehood wherein thyself thyself deniest:
Treason to counterfeit the seal of nature.
The stamp of heaven impressed by the highest j
Disgrace unto the world, to whom thou liest.
Idol unto thyself, shame to the wise,
And all that honour thee idolatrize.
Far was that sin from us whose age was pure,
When simple beauty was accounted best;
The time when women had no other lure
But modesty, pure cheeks, a virtuous breast:
This was the pomp wherewith my youth was blest;
These were the weapons which mine honour won,
In all the conflicts which mine eyes begun j
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